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Volp. Who's there? my couch; away; look Nano, see.
[Exit And. and Cos.
Give me my caps, first - go, inquire. Now, Cupid Send it be Mosca, and with fair return!
Nan. It is the beauteous madam -
Volp. Would-be-is it?
Nan. The same.
Volp. Now, torment on me; squire her in; For she will enter, or dwell here for ever: Nay, quickly. - That my fit were past. I fear A second hell, too, that my loathing this Will quite expel my appetite to the other: Would she were taking now her tedious leave. Lord, how it threats, what I am to suffer I
ACT III, SCENE 4
LADY POLITICK WOULD-BE, VOLPONE, NANO, 2 WOMEN
Lady P. I thank you, good sir, Tray you signify Unto your patron, I am here. This band Shows riot my neck enough. I trouble you3 sir, Let me request you, bid one of my women Come hither to me. In good faith, I am drest Most favourably today. It is no matter, *Tis well enough. - Look, see, these petulant things. How they have done this!
Volp. I do feel the fever Entering in at mine ears. O, for a charm, To fright it hence!
Lady P. Come nearer: is this curl
In his right place? or this? why is this higher Than all the rest ? You have not washed your eyes, yet! Or do they not stand even in your head? Where is your fellow? Call her.
JViza. Now, St Mark